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could seize some of the beauty which lay like a
sheath about the poems, the delicate, exquisite
rhythm of the love-songs, the recurrent music of
the rhyme, and the noble swing of the refrains. I
received and admired their proud stoicism as it
stood written : women were women and wine red
wine for me, the cup-bearer was the person whose
advent was most eagerly to be greeted ; roses and
nightingales, soft winds and blooming gardens,
were all part of a beautiful imaginative world, and
fit setting for a poet's dreams.
But this was wilful stupidity. If I had listened
to the wisdom of Sheikh Hassan, I should have
realized that we were in the midst of sublime
'abstractions, and that the most rigid morality and
the strictest abstinence were inculcated by those
glowing lines. In practice, however, I had the
poets themselves on my side ; the days of Hafiz
sped merrily, if tradition has not belied him, and
the last prayer of the Tent-Maker was that he
might be buried in a rose-garden, where the
scented petals would fall softly upon his head and
remind him after his death of the joys he had loved
on earth.
Were these things also abstractions ?
For lighter reading we had the Shah's Diary, a
work whose child-like simplicity admitted of but
one interpretation. I never got through very
much of it, but I read far enough to see that the
royal author did not consider himself bound by
the ordinary rules of literary production. He was